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piece of tapa from Savage Island, painted with an elaborate pattern and in the centre the word soifau, which means welcome. The floor is covered with beautiful white Samoan mats, very soft and thick to the tread; the walls and roof are painted pale green, and over my table is hung a lovely branching tree of pink and white coral. What with my books (when I get them out), and the photographs of all your dear faces about me, my room will be at once filled with many memories and associations. . . . The rest of the upper floor is divided into Louis's library and their bedroom. The library is shelved all round and painted green, like my room, but everything in it is as yet in a state of chaos.
The piano is to take up its abode there for the present, until we see our way to building the rest of the house with a large hall, or lanai, downstairs, and a couple of rooms for me above. My present apartment will then serve for Lloyd, who now occupies that quaint erection known as the ' bandstand/ though since it has been painted it looks more like a small creeper-clad Swiss chalet. And finally, the little house in which Louis and Fanny lodged till the new one was habitable has been taken down, and is now being reconstructed in a new and better site for Belle and her boy, who are expected to arrive from Sydney this day week. I think I have given you as good an idea of my surroundings as I can manage * right off the reel/ though I